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Summary: There would be a major tragedy in Berk's future, when slowly-slowly, the dragons would return back into the ocean, from where they came from, leaving the humans all alone in this giant world. It is a story of how history, had converted into myths and legends. (Rating is in between K and T, but closer to K ) PS. Not a tragedy, it's slice of life.





	1. Chapter 1

It all came too sudden for us to understand what happened; and even after this horrible event, everyone were convinced that it was all just a bad dream. No one from the island believed in that, they preferred blinding themselves than facing the bitter truth. Every night our people lulled themselves to sleep through tears and hoped that some day, they would eventually "wake up", and this dreadful nightmare would come to an end. The whole village was full of anticipation that _the _day would come... That the songs of the Terrible Terrors would finally awoke them and force these frightening and dark days of loneliness to be forgotten. Even I believed in that... although instead of days full of hope, we got days full of sorrow and unbearable pain in our hearts.

The one who had suffered the most was our chief, he had to carry a cargo thousand times heavier than ours on his shoulders, and he rejected anyones help... even his own wife's. His past of being an outcast, seeing his family suffer and letting go of his loved ones strangled him so much that it forced him to change, to change a lot. He became weak and fragile, and was hiding those newly formed features under his emotionless mask which he chained to himself so that no one would every be able to take it off. I wasn't able to recognize him at all, he changed so much that it even made me leave him for some time because it was unbearable for me to see my husband in that kind of state.

I would never forgive myself for having that argument with him. I was my old stubborn self those days, we just got married when it all started to crumble. I was oblivious of his feelings as he was a master of hiding them under a faint and honest smile of his. I spoke to him so harshly these fatal days despite him being weaker than he ever was. Somewhere deep down in his soul he was pleading for help and cooperation, but I ignored it, continuing to stand my ground.

After I left, he fell into depression and was terribly ill not leaving his house for many weeks. I wasn't there for him when it were the hardest times for our tribe, forgetting that I gave a vow that we would be together no matter what. There were so many enemies that attacked us day and night, so many unnecessary deaths, so many orphans with no one to help them, not even a smallest dragon to stay by their side.

The dragons were gradually leaving Berk, and all the islands that were known to us. No one knew the reason for this, not even Hiccup who was under so much pressure that time. Groups of dragons left every day towards the sea; first we thought that their mating season had changed, but they never came back. The last ones to leave were the rider's dragons... I remember how I nearly fell off a cliff trying to chase after Stormfly, calling out for her... Toothless saved me, the last dragon left on Berk. The Night Fury made the village hold a grudge against Hiccup. The villagers were so foolish when they blamed him for the dragon's leave. I saw him standing strong when all those questions were thrown at him for which he didn't know answers; and every night he left with his scaly friend to search for the missing dragons. He was slowly going mad and I was the only one who noticed it. I saw him, crying over the maps full of crosses of where he had been to. I have never seen a person being in so much despair, and still, I was too shocked to help him... I was too scared of the consequences, because seeing our strongest viking crying had meant that the peace on our island was doomed. My prediction was confirmed on gloomy spring's morning. Me, Hiccup and Toothless were climbing up the staircase which lead to the Mead Hall. It seemed like a usual gloomy morning to me, although, it appeared to be even worse. That day, Toothless dropped dead on the stairs of the Mead Hall. He was fine all these days, strong and powerful as always, though terribly sad and lonely. When he dropped to the floor, Hiccup sprinted to him, with tears already beginning to collect on his dusky, green eyes that have lost all its enchanting sparkle. It was like his precious emerald iris was coated in a thick layer of dust which sucked all the happiness out of his soul. I started to cry for Gobber and Gothie while Hiccup was frantically trying to help the heavy breathing Toothless. At last the dragons' dentist and the healer came running to us, though it was too late; the last dragon on Berk had found its resting place. At the funeral, Hiccup told me that his last moan was a happy one, like his last breath brought him relief; I still don't understand why in Hiccup's opinion it was relief.

Though we are vikings, the strongest and the most stubborn warriors, and despite all the hardships, we stood strong and conquered this seemingly everlasting darkness. We reached the new era of enlightenment here on Berk. Even though our lives were getting better and Berk returned to its old, great self, it was the loneliest times on Berk, and I'm sure the next generations won't understand how lonely have their ancestors been at these times. Though it took us several years to adopt to this new lifestyle of ours, we still reached our target... Hiccup was the one who pulled the whole island towards it, and we all were grateful to him, especially me.


	2. Chapter 2

The life started to become calmer with every day that passed on Berk. Calmer in a good way, and a bad way. There were no more dragon races, traveling, epic fights, learning. There were no more breathtaking flights and the skies had gained back their status of being unreachable. There were no need in dragon hunters anymore, and the whole tribes had even started to crumble away and become history. There were no more endangering dragon armies or any flying creatures in the skies expect from birds. I would have never imagined for life to be this was. Even when I was young and those dragons were going on a rampage around Berk, killing our men, stealing food and destroying our island, our life was filled with something. Even though it was anger and hatred, there wasn't this annoying empty space in my heart. Although now it occurred, and no one had came up with a way to fill it... The replacement for the dragons. Despite how cruel the word "replacement" might sound, we entered a new time period, as well as the dragons, we all moved on, and so this replacement is necessary for us to feel full of life, to be once again committed to something.

Hiccup was searching day and night for something to commit to; to find a new reason to live; to stop blaming himself for not being able to find another Night Fury and solve their mystery before Toothless passed away... I helped him with that, I gave him this reason he was searching for when Gothie announced that I was expecting a baby. When I told that to Hiccup, he was more than happy. It was like he forgot all about those problems at once, these news made all the hardships disappear. He was so happy and full of life that his emotionless mask had fallen off by itself and I once again saw that little viking standing in front of me. The little viking who always stood in the forge mending the swords, who caught the famous Night Fury and revealed the dragon's true identity; who fought to save those dragons and was scarred for life, but didn't care as long as everyone who he loved were safe. I fell in love with him all over again, and I think he did the same. From that day, when we have learnt of our happiness, the darkness was driven away completely and the empty space was filled back again, filled to the brim, with love.

The replacement for dragons came not that long after I found out about my pregnancy. The Johann's ship has brought this new species of which we heard and actually had long time ago, though we forgot all about it. The village was feeling uneasiness first, but then saw how truly beautiful and magnificent that creature was; just like with the dragons. We haven't heard the word horse in a long time now, Johann was the first one to say it when trying to sell it to someone. The word sounded so unfamiliar and strange, but I liked it. Although everyone had the same feeling about it as me, no one was brave enough to buy it, though Hiccup was. He bought it right away and Johann told everything he should know about this living beauty. The trader even gave Hiccup the sketches of the saddles for the horse so that he might try to make one for free. We brought the horse to the dragon stables together that day. Us walking together to the stables was a whole journey through good old memories that the dragon riders shared. This time though, these memories didn't bring pain, instead they brought happiness, happiness for the great past that we all shared together and joy from our ability to move on without forgetting it. It was then when me and my beloved one realized, that memories, even the most painful ones, are all precious to a person.


	3. Chapter 3

Hiccup was the first viking to mount a dragon though I was the first one to mount a horse. The next day after Hiccup bought her, we came to the academy in order to try her out. Just like we did with the dragons, we used the ropes as for the bridle of the horse. I mounted her, and tried to ride her, while Hiccup was observing me and making notes in his little notebook. I regained the sensation of the gusts of wind blowing in my face, the speed overwhelming me and giving me this pleasure from which I trembled. I did not care about the skies anymore after I truly understood how great it is to be on earth. I have learnt how to make the horse trot and gallop, how to control the reins and even how to jump over obstacles. Although as soon as I successfully jumped, Hiccup forced me to get down and grounded me for being so reckless. He didn't let me ride Stormy for another nine months in order to keep the baby safe. Yes, that's right, I called the beautiful hazelnut mare Stormy in honor for someone who once was a part of my family.

After some time, Johann brought more horses of different kind to Berk, and people started to buy them. We were starting to learn how to breed them and look after them; How to ride them and how to groom them. Hiccup and Gobber even found out how to make the proper saddles for the creatures without any wings. By the day of the baby's birth, every viking had their own equine. Three months after Kyna and Keir were born, Stormy had brought a strong but little colt into our world. Though once again, not everything appeared to be perfect in our life. When the children were a year old... Hiccup's mother passed away. Hiccup wasn't sad at all though; was it because he barely knew her, or that he knew that her life was truly completed, I would never be brave enough to ask him that. He seemed to be relaxed at her funeral, he even made a little speech before setting the firewood on which his mother's body laid on fire. In his speech, he mentioned his resemblance of his mother, how he forgave her for leaving him and how he was happy that she died while being surrounded by her family, even though her family was incomplete. He was glad that Thor gave him a chance to meet her. He explained himself for being more calm than sad as he knew that she rejoined his father, and that he is sure that Stoick would definitely keep her safe no matter what. I even shed some tears when Hiccup had finished his speech, and after looking around, I noticed that I wasn't the only one.

Several years into the future, nothing much changed. Our kids grew while we got older, the life in our tribe became more stable and our island became most known for being the friendliest with the horses in whole of Archipelago. We have finally managed to adjust to our new way of living. The rest of the defenders have settled down as well, and had some beautiful kids. Even I became more calmer. If someone in the past had told me that I would be a calm and obedient chief's wife when I would get older, I would have chopped the person's head off, but now... I still can't believe myself. I haven't use my axe for a long time now, so instead of splinters, I started to have calluses from holding the reins of Stormy's bridle. I started to have small journeys around my island, and have noticed that I was really inattentive towards my homeland. When I was young, I was trying to keep up with Hiccup in order to discover new places and dragons with him and the gang; though now I found out that I wasn't paying much attention to the old places. In my free time from journeys and chief's wife chores, I liked to have a walk around the village in order to secretly observe my kids socializing with the rest. It was so amusing for me, it was like I was looking at myself and my friends fifteen years ago, although in our children's universe, instead of flying beasts, they have more gentle creatures. Just like us, they are traveling around the island, riding their colts and fillies and searching for some new adventures, from which adults often save them afterwards.

Watching the children grow, is the most beautiful sight a person can witness. They are in their own little world for now which adults cannot understand nor enter. They might be cruel and disobedient sometimes, often arguing with their parents or other children; but sometimes, they can be heroes in the eyes of both. They haven't found themselves in this giant world yet, and to see how they travel this path towards their target, to help them out with it and lead them... Words cannot explain this feeling. I would never admit that it is a happy feeling, no, it is mixture of different feelings which create this harmony in your soul and mind. This emotion is shared amongst the family, neighbors, the whole village. I cannot even call this feeling a harmony, because somedays this harmony ruins, and there is a total hell, but sometimes, days are just too perfect to be true.

I guess it is different for every person and community. So, how does your harmony look like?


End file.
